278                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

things which you saw and to give me your
opinion of the Sultan and of the princes,
who had the great privilege of contemplat-
ing you for three hours.

CCXCVIII.

PARIS, July 27, 1867.

DEAR friend, I thank you for your letter*
I shall not describe to you all my ills, but
pray believe that I am overcome by them.
I hope that you will pity me. I do not sleep
nor eat. I envy you these two faculties,
which you possess with many others.

I congratulate you on having met the Sul-
tan. Was he amiable ? The opera people
are discontented with him. They like better
Egypt's Pasha. He has been reconciled
with his cousin, Mustapha, but they would
not drink coffee together, each one being
persuaded that it would be too dangerous,
because of the great progress of chemistry,
I suppose. If you had been in Paris, you
would have seen something beautiful which,
was given to me. It is a brooch in the form
of a shield, with a portrait of Marie Antoi-osperous. Theyt, blinded and dazzled by the noise of
